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Summary: 


After Saturos and Menardi take yet another child hostage, 
Felix grapples with his conscience. Takes place between 
Suhalla Desert and Venus Lighthouse. 


Epiphany 


Felix stared at the little slip of a girl lying prone on the 
ground and something inside him snapped. 


Just a few hours earlier, at Menardi’s bidding he’d left the 
group to scout their path through the cliffs at the Suhalla 
desert’s edge while the others rested. By the time he found 
the group again, they’d traversed the cliffs themselves and 
begun to make camp, with one new addition thrown over 
Saturos’ shoulder. The girl’s hands were bound and she was 
covered in sand and smears of blood. Saturos dropped her 
on the ground like a sack. She, too weak to pick herself up, 
stayed there, curled up and softly whimpering, until Felix 
returned to the group. 


“Good thing we hung back. We found some precious cargo 
on the way,” Menardi said as she wiped blood and grit from 
her scythe. The girl shifted so Felix could see her face. A 
child, pixie-featured and round-cheeked. Her loose tunic and 
shorts hanging limply around her slight form. She couldn’t 
have been older than fifteen. 


“Why? We agreed not to involve any more innocents,” he 
said, looking briefly at Jenna and Kraden, who were busy 
preparing the evening meal but were beginning to take 
notice of the conversation. Saturos made himself 
comfortable around the crackling beginnings of a fire and 
waved a hand at Felix. 


“We'll explain when the time’s right. For now, all you need to 
know is we're lucky to have found the little thing. She'll be 
quite an asset.” The girl squirmed again, this time wincing in 
pain and revealing a bloody slash across the front of her 
tunic. 


“You hurt her?” Felix said weakly. 


“She was like that when we found her. Trying to fight off a 
monster five times her size,” Menardi said, laughing the way 
one does at a toddler struggling to walk. 


“And you didn’t help her?" 


” 


“We helped her by bringing her with us,” Menardi said. 
There was a gleam in her eyes that sent a shudder through 
Felix. “If it bothers you so much, why don’t you heal her? 
We're both exhausted from defending you lot.” 


Felix knelt before the girl. She immediately shrunk back and 
tried to crawl away. Felix realized how this must look to her. 
For all she knew, he was yet another antagonist trying to 
manhandle her. He realized with a jab that he must look 
imposing and dangerous to her, a full-grown man with 
severe, foreign features and a sword at his waist. He held up 
his hands in a sign of peace. If he was going to be forced to 
be a captor once again, he would at least be a benevolent 
one. 


“I’m not going to hurt you,” he said softly. The girl met his 
gaze head-on with wild green eyes that gave Felix the 
distinct feeling that she knew every one of his passing 
thoughts. Then she relaxed just a tiny bit, shifting from flight 
to observing him suspiciously. He pulled off his thick leather 
gloves and pointed to the gash in her tunic. Now that he was 
closer to her he could see the dirty wound more clearly. It 
looked like a claw mark, but could just as easily have been 
the slash of a scythe. 


“Will you let me heal you? It’ll just take a second.” She 
didn’t have much choice. She let him closer to her, let him 
place his callused hands gently on her midsection, let his 
psynergy flow through her to mend the broken skin. He wet 


the edge of his cloak and cleaned away the blood while she 
stared openly at him with unconcealed curiosity and awe. 


“Are you hungry?” he asked. Her eyes darted past Felix to 
the others, who were now gathered around the campfire 
watching the whole scene. Felix felt the entire group’s eyes 
on him as he reached for his pack. 


“Let her stay hungry. Weak prisoners don’t fight back,” 
Saturos said. Felix glowered at his bag. He handed the girl 
his canteen instead. 


“Some water, then. Can’t let precious cargo die of thirst.” 
The girl fumbled with the canteen but she managed to take 
a long drink before offering it back to Felix, ducking her 
head timidly in thanks. 


The group ate and retired to their bedrolls soon after that. 
They were all exhausted from the long journey through the 
desert and slept easily and soundly -- except Felix, who had 
first watch. He sat up, back propped against a log, staring at 
the sleeping girl with glazed-over eyes. She seldom stirred 
so there was little for him to watch, and questions Felix 
preferred not to think about filled his mind instead. He 
wondered what Saturos and Menardi had seen in the girl. 
What enticed them to break their oath they’d made to him, 
to not involve any more innocent people, yet again? 


It’s not like they ever really valued that promise anyway, he 
thought, recalling every time he’d forced them to re-make 
the vow after they’d violently broken it. Despite Felix’s 
efforts, he’d seen himself overruled whenever the mood 
struck his captors. 


The girl stirred, bringing the two of them face to face across 
the campfire. The movement made Felix jump. They stared 
openly at each other, sizing each other up, trying to make 


sense of one another for a few long moments. Once again, 
Felix had the distinct feeling that she knew his every 
thought the moment it came to mind. He hesitated for a 
moment, making sure the others were all asleep before 
creeping toward her. She didn’t shrink away this time. He 
held out half his evening meal to her: hard bread, cured 
meat, and a few teardrop-shaped fruits he’d foraged while 
scouting. 


“I’m sorry they didn’t let me feed you before. | saved you 
this,” he whispered, and saw the question in her eyes. “If 
they find out I’ve been feeding you they'll punish me, not 
you.” She fumbled with her bound hands. 


“I can’t,” she said. Her voice was husky from exhaustion, but 
the sound of it reminded him of Jenna’s when she was 
younger, before he’d been taken from Vale. He hesitated for 
a moment before he loosed her hands. She rubbed her 
wrists; whoever had bound her had done it cruelly and 
tightly. She took eager bites as though she were afraid they 
would vanish before she could swallow them. There were so 
many questions he wanted to ask her, but instead he just 
stared. She was so young. Had he looked that young when 
he’d been in her position four years ago? 


” 


“Thank you,” she said when she finished, and offered her 
hands. He bound them tightly enough to avoid rousing 
suspicion, but just a touch more gently than they had been. 


“Try to get some sleep,” he said. “We have a long few days 
ahead of us and you'll need your strength.” She nodded, still 
studying his face, and he stood to leave before settling on at 
least one question to ask her. He dropped back to one knee. 


“I’m Felix,” he said. “Can you tell me your name? If you're 
going to be traveling with us, it would be nice to be able to 


refer to you as something other than ‘the new hostage’.” 
“Sheba.” 


“Well, Sheba, try not to worry. | was a prisoner of Saturos and 
Menardi once too. You'll be alright.” She looked dubious. 
Felix realized she must have been freezing trying to sleep in 
just her thin tunic and shorts, so he offered her his bedroll 
and returned to his place by the fire. 


Alex woke to take up watch and Felix wrapped himself in his 
cloak and lay down to sleep, but found himself staring at 
Sheba yet again. She’d turned away from the fire so he 
could only see her back, but he could tell by the way her 
shoulders quivered that she was not asleep, but quietly 
weeping. He couldn’t tear his eyes away. The soft sound of 
her sobs, muffled by the borrowed blanket, reminded him of 
the tears he’d shed during every stolen moment of solitude 
in the first days of his captivity, and then from time to time 
throughout the following years when it all became too much 
and he felt fit to burst. How similar they must have looked, 
small and slight and scared in the forced company of 
strangers. For the first time he saw himself as his caretakers 
in Prox must have seen him, a young boy with a broken body 
struggling to find the will to continue in his newfound cell. 
The thought snuck up on him, and suddenly he was weeping 
along with Sheba. He shed a few tears for her, and a few for 
his past self. 


He spent the rest of the night turning over plans in his mind. 
He would pull Saturos and Menardi aside just after they 
started off for the day, find out why they’d taken Sheba in 
the first place, and convince them to release her as soon as 
possible. They would try to break their vow, weasel their way 
out of it somehow. He knew that already. They always did. 
He resolved to hold them to their word this time. He would 


do whatever it took. This time would be different. It had to 
be different. 


